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To my Mother 
for standing behind me 


and to Taialofa 
for leading the way 


A poet is a nightingale, who sits in darkness and sings to cheer 
its own solitude with sweet sounds. 


—Percy Bysshe Shelley 
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Musical Chairs 


The Importance of a Rusted Storehouse 


Slabs of granite cast great shadows 

on the North Carolina landscape. 

A church with its great pillars 

and strong, white steeple stands tall next to the garden. 


Great windows of stained glass depict 
symbols of life, worship, and faith. 


The silent garden is contained, walled in, 

if not for a small opening in the hedgerow on the far side. 
In line with this simple green door 

can be seen a decaying store house, rusted red, 

in the adjoining field. 


There are voices here, 
among these dark flowers, 
inclined neither to wilt nor to bloom. 


What relationship exists between man and the garden? 
What doth the gentle preacher say to 

this solemn congregation enclosed at three points, 
save but the farthest corner. 


How can there be love in the absence of acceptance? 
Where perches the dove, 


steeple or stone? 


And where roams the fattened goat that can leap no fence? 


Upon Entering Jack’s Second World 


I saw the silent parade 

of weird little dwarves 

in stiff top hats, 

long black robes, 

and straight white collars. 


The leader of movements, 
selfless giver, 
equal lover of men— 
The wide-eyed one, 
the one in front, 
the Russian Patriarch, 
the tourist from Miami, 
you know— 
the one with the tallest hat, 
you know— 


the hat with the neat little cross right on the top, 


you know, he’s the blindest damn one of the whole bunch. 


Where? 


Oft does my head tilt, to look 
upon the stars and the moon, turning from a book 
the bile of discontent now climbs the stair, 
to find but little satisfaction in the stroking of a child’s hair 
Jump! 
Jump! 
Jump! 

then hop what will 

nothing will tire the soul 

like legs with nowhere to run. 


Greedy mouths have eaten here— 
the grass that glitters in the morning sun 


what thirsty lips have drained the lakes? 
that no more will break and ripple 
with the fluttering, frantic wings of fowl 


So Ill ask the stars, the moon, 
and scowl 


Where have the frontiers gone, 
and where the gentle wake? 


Burning Bridges 


You stood in the mess I’d left 
and I, in a field of blue— 

I, unburned, turned form home 
and walked atop mountains. 


There is nothing so sweet as memory 

or as bitter as desire— 

It is the things that you don’t get 

that stay with you, not the things you do. 


Twelve Hour Cycles 


Night grows into its prime 

of fantastic notions and swollen nostrils 
Temporary ambitions of evil 

lead the way down shadowy streets 


Coffeeshops and red lights 
extend a crooked finger 

Tempt the face of a stranger 
from a hundred curtains drawn 


Swimming at Karkanac 


Come now with me Horace 

walk to the river’s edge George 

leaving my Hippos and Dragons on the bank 

face distorted in the movement of the water, 

a swarm of frantic arms carrying heavy brains 

make for the east bank, 

Leaping to the air — suspended 

breaking the water — absorbed 

drifting past the futile movement of the shore 
delivered. 


Pound’s Steps: Florence 


And so it was 
in the late morning of my life 
in the early evening of this day 
that I sat here 
on the steps of the Duomo 
cigarette and pen separating the fingers 
of my writing hand, 
like the material uselesness partitioning the creativity 
in my mind. 


The silver of a 100 Lire piece shimmers 

in the artificial light of the city, 

bouncing to rest 

in the guitar of my minstrel companion, 
Ghiberti’s golden panels glow 
with a life all their own. 


The Treasure 


I 

Black, white, and color, 

just a splash, 

whoops! 

that’s enough, 

believe in a purpose, 

don’t forget the world around you, 

the feared, the rebel, and all other, 
dwellers encompassed upon this surface. 


II 

The wind blows... 
whirlwinds of sand uncover, 
artifacts, just things really, 
treasures of the lost, 
garbage of the future, 

just things really, 

not diamonds, not gold, 
content just to be, 

more than the dust. 


Il 

A bird, or a human, 
not important really, 
pecks at the remains— 


DISCOVERY. 
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Naked in Bahai 


There are seven transparent gates at the Bahai temple 
and they’re all open, 
Stuffing religion into the toe of a shoe 


I entered naked 


glimpsing faith in the glow of a marble star. 
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Night Rails 


Talking politics in the smoking car 

on a train to Aswan. 

“South America poor!” says an angry Colombian 

“The copper of Brazil financed WWII 

Paid with the useless war bonds.” 

Three and a half U.S. dollars to a peso, 

one thousand pesos to a dollar. 

“South America poor!” 

A steward with the face of Sadat 

any Egyptian who says he doesn’t smoke hashish is a liar 
Congressman in the cartel offers to pay Colombian national debt 
Coka—eighteen cents a gram 

spark an Egyptian Marlboro 

“Fucking Germans, sent the British financier back to Singapore 
We were fighting a fucking war 

and the leader of the resistance was allowed to walk 

through Frankfurt” 

Egyptian land is going up, will of the American market 
Mexican coastal land quadrupled in value 5 months after NAFTA 
When Carter cut funding the CIA went arms for kilos 

with the cartel, check on my girl—still sleeping 

If you want to be a cop in the Middle East deny education 

they want killers not thinkers 

Hit this bango-cheap Egyptian grass 

The Brit next to me smoking a Cuban cigar— 

cheaper here than on the black market in Key West. 
Advancements in transport drop us in an age of politics 
Automatic weapons to those without prison records 

in Colombia—you’d have to be a felon in the U.S. 

Stretch my legs at the next stop. 
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Dark Corners 


Food for Thought 


Music floats like mist, 
hearing with my eyes. 
Streaks of light echo, 
seeing with my ears. 
Hunger in my heart quenched, 
feeling with my brain. 
Swimming through a sweet cloud, 
tasting with my skin. 
Scents evaporating consciousness, 
smelling with my soul. 
Like Huxley at death, 
shaking hands with the boy in the sky. 
Searching for reality, 
answering the riddles in mind. 
Death a vision of beauty, 
pulled backward by sober hands. 
A different trip begins... 
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Beware of Bees 


Marble tombs grind the stone hearts of 
living men, 

Splicing light through mortar grate, 
multitudes bow. 


All this is but a point of darkness 

in a garden of smoke and steel 
Give but a drop of water to the ink, 
and flail the hive with bamboo switches. 
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Hands 


Time is a fool— 
driving the sun to shine upon 
the stoop of a peasant 
toward saturated rice paddies. 


Grasping at scenes 
from the open door of the express train, 
digging the roots of a fertile past, 


sprouting discontent from fortune. 


That is all the crop a grey field yields, 
we are all obliged to be scavengers. 
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Wash 


If not love rise on the wave of the coming ocean, 
and so not hate befall the beach upon crash. 


Can then the boy still look upon stars 
and walk not in footsteps alone? 


If not then befriend the stone, 
or travel hence. 
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The Crowded Room 


Was it you? 
—standing with the slim figure and the dove, 
in the sun, 
atop stone pilings. 


I was jealous of you, 
drinking life through a golden chalice. 


Pll bet you didn’t spill a drop. 


Now I hear it 

knock, knock, knock 

I see you smelling my door 

as I peer from the attic window. 


Walk away, 
this house is full, 


so call me Lazarus, 
But don’t forget to wipe your feet on the way out. 
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Prints 


The sound of one’s own footsteps 


pushing 

down 

snow 
beneath 
leafless 
limbs 

between 

dark 

figures 
discerning 
snowy 
night 


The mind is a dark forest. 
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The Heart’s Song 


Help 


I remember you as my sweet Buddha 
the space between a tree and a stone 
the cavalier strut of a tiger after the kill 
the demons that play in my head while you sleep 
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Plotting Course 


An ivy vine climbs its jagged course, 
precise through staggered Oak limbs, 
while barn swallow beats wing with gentle force, 
to and fro the stone bridge, patterned on whims. 


So do I set to plan with little delay, 

raise brows of hope and grimace at menacing walls. 

At night I fall limp, recounting the actions of day, 
forgotten the plotted charts and silent the beckoning calls. 


An earthworm wiggles its way 

from grass and earth to rain wet pavement, 
as the sun rises and begins the day, 

drying the stone and worm with no lament. 


So do I witness these wonders and know 

the vision, bundled in words and never spoke, 
that I am often the worm and oft the swallow, 
here from my seat of stone beneath shade of Oak. 
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A Poetry Lesson 


She is a logically foreign country, 
walking. 

Open to his locale, he becomes a scouting wind, 
the sun. 

Offered to him, her body a face, 
perfected. 

Ancient stars thrust forth, 
a light. 

Disfigured, the guileless moon, 
a mask. 

A woman betrayed, her loving look, 


blank. 
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Just a Love Poem 


Slender fingers bend to the love of a soft touch, 
rising and falling with the mountainous curves 

of a male abdomen. 
Private thoughts mirrored in the words of an angel— 
back arched, succumbing to a kiss that holds no lie. 


Too soon comes morning, 
the sun is out full, 

birds sound sing song alarm, 
but none of that matters, 
save the sweet taste of you, 
and hope on the thin 
horizon of the setting sun. 
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Similar Highways 


A corner hotel room alive 
with the sounds, smells, and lights 


of the city. 


Three faces aglow, 
three bodies betwixed, 
exploring foreign countries with my hands 
feeling the touches of others 
separate, 


then together, 


like serpents. 

Orgasm the rise and fall of 
mountains in the same range, 
intersection then separation, 

each to their own destination. 
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The Burnt Skin 


where I came too close 
or 

moved too far away 
from your dream, 


the frozen depths, 

where stones move, 

I shared the warmth of your arms 
with memories, 

trace thoughts of another 

reality. 


With mirrors, I refracted 
my light, 

and pierced your darkness, 
seeing myself and feeling 
the warmth of us. 
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Tyler McPeek relies on the serendipitous, a 
crazy convergence of opposites which somehow, 
through his facility with language, fit perfectly 
together. This is delightful work. 
—Joseph Bathanti 


The perfect balance of the last segment (“The 
Heart’s Song”) is a wonderful wedding of content 
and form. And simply everywhere, McPeek aptly 

welds Romantic sensibilities to our own harsh, 

battered, scattered Century’s end. 


—Ronald H. Bayes 
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